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The Martin Chronicles and the stories herein were written over five years and published online and in anthologies from around the world. 

The character, Marvin, was originally inspired by my maternal grandfather, Marvin Royce Campbell, electrician, professional athlete, and, like the pixies who appear in this book, he was a pixie in his soul. Marvin’s wife, Inez, was inspired by my maternal grandmother, Inez Seaborn Campbell. The two of them survived World War One, the Spanish flu, the Roaring Twenties, the Great Depression, and the Second World War. They not have really been magic, but they were magical to me.

Thanks to my wife, Sally, for being the first reader, and to my friends, many of whom inspired one of these stories.
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Here’s the first book of Marvin, a cigar-smoking, hard drinking, time traveling rascal of a pixie with the moral standards of a rabbit in heat. He’s been sentenced by the Pixie King to aid people who the king wants helped. At best, Marvin is a conscripted agent completing his assignments with the help of his magic snot and a large red fairy named Grandma. At worst, well, let’s just say that you wouldn’t want to meet him at his worst.

I started writing these five years ago. I considered including his stories in some of my earlier book collections, but Marvin insisted that if he didn’t get his own damn book, things would go badly for me. 

I told him I’d think about it. That day the milk went sour, pigeons moved onto my roof, and my sprinkler system turned itself on whenever I went into the yard.

I promised him his own book. Here it is. These are his adventures as told by the people he was assigned to help. If there’s anything spelled wrong or even if the stories contradict each other sometimes, in my defense, the little snot-nosed bastard looked over my shoulder the entire time and he never shut up. 

Okay, Marvin you little blackmailer, you got what you wanted. How about you quit hacking my cellphone.
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I stepped back from the railing on the old bridge, slipped on the ice, and fell on my ass. The little man, less than a foot tall, rolled his unlit cigar to one side of his mouth, and asked, “Did that hurt? It looked like it hurt.”

“You scared me. What the devil are you?”

“I’ve been assigned to help you, watch over you, so to speak.”

“I stood up in the moonlight and swirling snowfall and tried keep my wet pants from sticking to my butt. “ You mean like a guardian angel?”

“You should be so lucky. My name’s not Clarence and this ain’t Bedford Falls. I’m more like a pixie on probation and you’re my punishment.”

I could barely see the lights from town, and there weren’t any trains on the bridge this time of night. I slipped again, an evening of cheap scotch will do that, and grabbed the guardrail with both hands. “Well, not Clarence, I expect you’re really nothing more than the aftermath of an evening of demolition drinking.”

“Call me, Marvin. I’m not a pink elephant or rabbit named Harvey. I know who you are, I know what happened, and I know you’re drunk. No one but a drunk would stand on stupid railroad trestle in a snowstorm and talk to a pixie named Marvin.”

“Are you calling me stupid?”

“I can call you George, Bill, or late for dinner, but it won’t change the fact that it’s past midnight, freezing cold, and snowing. You’re drunk on a railroad bridge, and your pants are wet. Stupid speaks for itself. Gentlemen of the jury, the prosecution rests.”

My pants were freezing to my butt, and I’d lost my gloves and scarf. I wasn’t drunk enough to not feel the cold. I squinted at Marvin. He was dressed in a three piece suit, but he wore a leather WWI aviator helmet complete with earflaps. The goggles were pushed up above his brow and the straps hung loosely on the side of his unshaven face. “I’m not stupid, I came out here to kill myself. My life is ruined.”

“Sounds stupid to me. Do you think that you’re the first man whose wife ran off with her boss? Life goes on. You can’t die yet. There are a few things that you still need to do, not big things mind you, but POOPHEADS, the Pixie Order Of Pixilated Helpfulness and Direct Succor, thinks that you’re important enough to keep alive. Don’t see it myself. If you’d just jump, I could go home right now.”

I shivered and said, “Home? Can you take me home?”

“Sure, click your heels together three times and say, “There’s no place like home.”

I tried it and on the third click, I fell on my butt, again.

Marvin took his stogie out of his mouth and pointed it at me. ”No place like home. What the hell are you thinking? Maybe, you want me to sprinkle you with magic fairy dust so you can fly away home, my drunken ladybug.”

“Can you do that?”

“Sure, I just have to get my little green suit and a wand. Oh, and I need you to say, “I do believe in fairies” a couple of hundred times. Wait, I think I heard a bell tinkle. That means an angel got his wings. Please, William, you’re killing me. This ain’t no fairy tale and I’m not your fairy godmother. I don’t make coaches out of pumpkins. You want to go home, start walking. You do know how to walk don’t you, just put one foot in front of the other. It’s called taking steps. You know how to step, don’t you? Stop when you get home.”

“Is that a magic cigar?”

“Sure, that’s why it went out in the snow. That’s its secret power, it turns soggy when it’s wet. I’m about as entertained by the weather and your foolishness as I care to be. I’ll be at your house if you make it home.”

“I’m not sure I can walk. Help me.”

“I’m eight inches tall. I can’t carry a cheeseburger. You’re heavy and you ain’t my brother. I’m going to appeal to POOPHEADS for another assignment. I never should have turned that damn princess into a poodle. Who knew that she’d fall in love with a Shetland? Damn, it was a dog and pony show when they consummated that marriage. Destry rides again and again.”

Marvin flicked the soggy ash off his cigar, grumbled, and disappeared. I looked over the guardrail, but I didn’t see him in the blowing snow.

I stumbled home. When I got to my empty house, it wasn’t empty. Marvin sat in front of the fireplace and he was using a bone china tea cup as an ashtray. I ignored him until I put on dry clothes and made a pot of coffee.

“I didn’t expect to see you here, I was sure that you weren’t real.” 

“Didn’t expect to see you, either. You were too drunk to talk to on the bridge. I hope you sobered up on the way home. I tried to get reassigned, but POOPHEADS won’t give me a break. I begged forgiveness, told them I was just horsing around when I pixied the princess. It was a doggone shame she signed on for the pony express, but I don’t see why that’s my fault. Turns out the princess is with foal, or puppy dog, or some such thing. No one wants a Shetdoodle running around the castle. So, William Robert James, I have to help you get your wife back or I’m exiled from the pixie world.”

“What if I don’t want my wife back?”

“Just kill me now. Either you get your wife back, or I’m your new roommate and I suck as a roommate. I’ll probably keep a pet, I mentioned the potential of a Shetdoodle, didn’t I? I hear some of the mixed breeds don’t house train worth a crap. ”

I considered the alternative and decided that reconciling with Grace wasn’t the worst thing that could happen. It wasn’t like it was all her fault, there was plenty of blame to share. I told Marvin I’d take Grace back.

“Isn’t that nice. Billy Boy, but the issue isn’t whether or not you’ll take Grace back. The challenge is convincing Grace to take you back. Apparently, POOPHEADS’ Forward Looking And Preventive Prognostication Envisioning Society, FLAPPERS, projects that you and Grace will have a grandchild that will save the great grandchild of the pixie king. Not a descendent of the Shetdoodles, but the grandchild of Prince Brad.”

“The pixie prince is named Brad?”

“Don’t throw stones, you’ve got three first names, William Robert James. What happened Billy Bob Jim, was that already taken? Never mind, don’t answer. The POOPHEADS’ FLAPPERS say that I’ve got three days to help you get Grace back. We have to make Grace and her banker boss decide to break up. Get some sleep. I have to figure out how to make the banker view Grace as an underperforming asset and she needs to see him as a bad return on her investment.”

I woke with the hangover I deserved. What a dream. I wished I had written it down. I rinsed out my mouth, it tasted vaguely like cheap cigars, grabbed four or five aspirin, and washed them down. The coffeemaker beeped and I staggered to the kitchen. Heaven help me, Marvin was real. He was on the counter.”

“It’s about time, Rip Van Winkle. Pour me some coffee, I can’t pick up the pot.”

“How did you make coffee if you can’t pick up the pot?”

“I put a spell on the broom, you moron. I’m small, not helpless. I filled the coffee machine with one cup of water at a time and I can lift a scoop of ground coffee. Damn, you’re going to be a tough sell, I can’t imagine how you got Grace the first time. Did she grow up in a cave? Were you the first man she met? Pour some coffee.”

I poured us both a cup of coffee, sat, rubbed my bleary eyes, and said, “Hangover.”

Marvin laughed, “I appreciate the offer, but no thanks. You earned it, you can keep it. I was a little hard on you last night, but I was never any good at mollycoddling drunks.”

I was quiet, I wasn’t good with hangovers. I wasn’t good with drinking, either. I thought I’d been a good husband. I went to work, came home, and still loved Grace as much as I had ten years ago. We’d been happy until three days ago when she came home from work and announced that she was leaving me for her boss at the bank, Roger Wilco. I guess the world of account reconciliation and credit card balances was more exciting than I thought. “Marvin, I don’t understand why she left me.”

He took off his pilot hat and goggles and ran his stubby fingers through his thinning hair. “It’s not your fault. I got in touch with POPSONG while you were passed out. That’s Pixies On Patrol Searching Out Narcissistic Glamours. They checked out Grace’s banker boss and it turns out he’s a troll. That’s not a surprise, most bankers are trolls.”

I forced down some coffee and asked, “A troll like an under the bridge troll? What’s a glamour?”

“A glamour is a spell that changes your appearance and a troll is a troll. They gravitate to banks, law firms, and insurance companies where they thrive by taking advantage of people like you. Pay attention, this is important. Roger Wilco was the account manager for a BARF, a bad ass red fairy, and when his mortgage went into default, he forced the fairy to put a love spell on Grace.”

“That’s a lot to take in. Grace left me for a glamourized troll because of a love spell cast by a red fairy? Why would the banker do that?”

“One question at a time, if you’d ever smelled a troll, male or female, you wouldn’t ask why Roger wanted a human female. Second, fairies aren’t really cute looking little butterfly sized creatures who flit about in gardens and meadows. They have a really dark side. Once a fairy has a pollen addiction, they’ll do anything for a pansy. My last client had been cursed by a red fairy with a twenty honeysuckle a day habit.”

“Anyway, Banker Boy bought his glamour years ago and things were fine until he became infatuated with your amazing Gracie. He sold the BARF a repossessed little bungalow with a great flower garden. All the fairy had to do was make payments, but Wilco knew that once the fairy started hanging out with the birds and bees in the marigolds, it was only a matter of time before he’d be in default.”

I must have still been a little drunk because it made perfect sense to me. I wasn’t completely convinced, but I wanted to be convinced. It was easier on my ego to believe that Grace had been led down the primrose path by some troll with the help of a pollen addicted fairy, than it was to accept that maybe I hadn’t been a perfect prince to live with. “I’m not sure that I believe any of this. I never thought that trolls, fairies, elves, leprechauns, sprites, or nymphs were real.”

“Elf is a generic term and sprites are only water nymphs. Doesn’t matter what you believe.” He puffed his cigar and used the lit end to set my napkin on fire. I almost fell out of my chair and he poured coffee on the fire. “Well, Bucko, am I real enough for you? Do I need to burn your whole house down?”

“Okay, I believe you. How do I get Grace back?”

“We have to break the spell. POPSONG told me where Roger and Grace are staying. You asked me how I could help you and the answer is simple. Fairies cast spells and pixies can break fairy spells. I can cancel any spell, any glamour, and any curse. The bad news, is that I have to be physically close to the victim.”

“Why don’t you just go to Grace and break the spell.”

“I’m less than a foot tall and I don’t have wings. Everyone thinks pixies have wings, but we don’t. People don’t know the difference between a fairy and a pixie. They say we all look alike. Fairies come in all sizes and I can change sizes when I want. Roger and Grace have a room in a hotel by the river. Trolls like rivers. You drive me to the hotel by the water and I’ll dispel Grace before you can say Roger Wilco.”

Marvin rubbed his nose on his shirtsleeve and I said, “When I think about it, the word pixie sounds a lot like pigsty.”

“That’s mean, and it would hurt my feelings if I had any. Clean up and get your car, we’ve got an appointment at the Riverview Inn.”

###
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I was only exceeding the speed limit by forty miles an hour when the police woman pulled me over. She was too pretty to be a cop. I handed her my license and registration.

She said, “Where’s the fire?”

A butterfly flew through my open car window, hovered in front of my face, and flew away when I sneezed. The policewoman was prettier than I thought and she smelled like a warm memory. I smiled and answered, “In your eyes, Officer.”

She tapped my license and registration against her ticket book and smiled, “Well, Mr. James, maybe we can work something out. Perhaps, you’d like to come with me.”

I was awestruck and couldn’t speak, I just nodded my head, got out of my car, and followed her toward anywhere she wanted to go. Marvin jumped out of the car and chased after me. He pulled on my pants leg and screamed, “Pick me up. Pick me up.” I put him on my shoulder and he slapped my ear with his leather helmet. “Moron, get back in the car.” 

I started to protest and Marvin sneezed into his hand and smeared pixie snot all over the side of my face. Disgusting. He said, “Don’t wipe it off, it’ll break the spell. You have to leave it on your face until the troll lady is gone.”

I said, “She’s not a troll lady, she’s beautiful and I’m pretty sure I love her.” I put my arm around the policewoman and leaned to kiss her cheek, but her cheek and face were green and wrinkled. I lurched away from the stench of a cattle feedlot and the wicked witch of the west handed me my license and registration.

She shook her finger at me and said, “Get off my highway and take Marvin with you. I’ll get you one day, you and your little pixie, too.”

I hurried back to my car and drove away. I wiped the pixie snot off my face. Some of it had oozed onto my shirt, but I couldn’t do anything about that. Marvin relit his cigar and giggled to himself.

“Slime? You slimed me. That’s how you break a fairy enchantment, you blow your nose on someone’s face. Really, that’s the best you can do. It’s not funny.”

“No, it’s snot. Pixies don’t actually break spells. The disgust at being slimed or snotted overcomes the euphoric illusion of the fairy spell. There’s nothing like a little mucus to make a person face reality. You’re lucky I was here, that lady troll had you wrapped around her fat green finger. Now, you understand how glamours and love spells work.”

I wanted to clean off my arm, but Marvin told me not to. “A little snot goes a long way. While you have some on your face and shirt, you’ll be able to see through glamours and no one can cast a spell on you. Even a single dollop of pixie snot is enough. A little drop will do you.”

“Just one drop. Will it work if it’s diluted?”

“Certainly.”

“Okay, then I’ve got an idea. I want to stop and buy some things.” I parked at a super center and lifted Marvin onto my shoulder, hesitated, and asked, “Do I need to hide you? Won’t people think something’s wrong when I walk into the store with a little man on my shoulder?”

“I miss the good old days when I could pretend to be a monkey. No, other people can’t see me, unless of course, they’re not really human or have been pixie-snotted.”

I had a vision of a crazed pixie dashing through the store slathering snot on everyone’s ankles. I shook it away. 

I bought a super-sized water gun with a half-gallon reservoir and a twelve-pack of bottled water. It was uncomfortable in the store. I could see people as they really were. Marvin whispered in my ear and pointed out some of the special people. “The lady with the blue hair, she’s an ogre, and that family in the garden area, they’re gnomes.”

“They don’t have red hats, how can they be gnomes?’

Marvin slapped me in the ear again and pointed out an orc at work in the produce department and a banshee at a checkout counter. I paid a blue-eyed kobold with a Germanic accent for my purchases and held the door open for a really ugly family of goblins. 

I filled the water cannon with water and Marvin sneezed into it repeatedly while I drove to the hotel. I strapped the cannon across my back. I was ready to disenchant an army of trolls. Marvin said, “POPSONG says that they’re at the inside pool. Let’s do this, Bucko.”

Surprisingly, no one stopped me when I marched through the lobby. I hurried past humans and an assortment of other creatures. There were two women working in the lobby bar and they were gorgeous, even without their glamours. Marvin said, “They’re dryads, once their forests are cut down, they follow the lumber and stay in the houses or buildings where the lumber was used. The little people working as maids and custodians are brownies, brownies are harmless, but they’ll steal anything that isn’t nailed down. Remember the song about nailing your shoes to the kitchen floor. Brownies.”

The pool area was crowded with men, women, children, selkies, water nymphs, and even a mermaid or two. Roger and Grace were sunbathing in lounge chairs across the pool. I asked Marvin, “Showtime?”

“Showtime. Fire at everyone. Rain snot and confusion on your enemies.”

“My enemies?”

“Everyone, spray everyone. The people who are human will be able to see through glamours and the people who are Fae will be exposed.”

People screamed when I sprayed them. Women didn’t like their children swimming with selkies and the mermaids had two levels of glamour. Once both levels were removed they looked a lot more like Medusa than movie stars. Sharp teeth, too. People scrambled from the pool area. It looked like a fire drill. The other creatures ran and covered their faces with towels once their glamours were destroyed. I cornered two water demons and locked them in the storage container the hotel used for pool supplies.

Marvin shouted, “Two in the box ready to go, because we be fast and they be slow.”

I worked my way around the pool and trapped Grace and Roger behind the hot tub. Roger broke a soft drink bottle and held the jagged glass near Grace’s throat. I pumped up the pressure, took aim, and my water cannon sputtered, dribbled out a thin stream, and stopped. It was still almost full.

Marvin said, “It’s clogged up, I mean snotted up. It’s useless.”

Roger forced Grace around the hot tub and threatened us to stay back. I could see how he really looked. His unglamorous appearance was a pale bluish grey. His pasty body was rotund with gangly legs and arms. His nose was long and his teeth were yellow. I could smell him from where I stood. 

Grace ignored the broken bottle, patted her troll lover and said, “Roger, stop it. I’ve got this.” 

Roger lowered the broken bottle and Grace put her hands on her hips and shouted at me. “William Robert, go away. I don’t love you anymore. Leave me alone. I want to be with Roger. He makes me happy. For God’s sake, a water cannon. Are you insane? Shame on you.”

Marvin said, “Okay, time for plan B. Don’t listen to her. Listen to me.”

I took him off my shoulder and held him in both hands. “We have a plan B?”

“Snotball time,” said Marvin and he fastened his aviator helmet straps for the first time since I’d met him and seated his goggles. He sneezed in his hands and rubbed them together. “Throw me. Throw me at them as hard as you can. We’ll see how this troll stands up to a pixie snot rocket.”

I wound up to throw Marvin and Grace snuggled close to Roger. I whispered to Marvin, ‘You ready?”

“Roger Wilco. Throw me now. Flour in a bowl.”

“Did you say flour in a bowl? Is that an enchantment?”

“No, you moron. It’s not an enchantment. I said, fire in the hole. Can’t you hear, did I get snot in your ears? Throw me before they get away.”

Grace couldn’t see Marvin, but Roger could. Grace must have thought I was pretending to throw a pitch, air baseball instead of air guitar. Roger dropped his broken bottle and used Grace as a human shield.

Marvin sped through the air like a little human cannonball. He held his hands out wide and screamed. “Incoming.” Snot splattered when he hit them and Roger’s glamour and love spell were broken. Grace released the bumpy blue-grey troll and gagged at the smell. When the BARF cast love spell dissolved, she threw up. 

I pushed Roger, the troll, into the pool, picked up Marvin, reassured Grace that I still loved her, and we walked to the car. Once she was un-bespelled, Grace was shocked at what had happened. She said, “I’ll file harassment charges against that creep first thing Monday morning. I’m so sorry.”

Marvin made himself three feet tall and had dinner with us, said, “I’ll be back”, and left to report to POOPHEADS. Marvin left a supply of pixie boogers that I froze and kept in the freezer. Better safe than sorry.

We didn’t see him again for five years.

When our first child was four years old, I opened the door to get the morning paper and there was a huge basket on the porch with a dog in it. It was a big dog with a mane and hooves instead of paws. Marvin sat on the stoop smoking a cigar.

“Miss me? I brought you a present. She’s a little princess. When she grows up, she’ll be a good guard pony and will give the kids in the neighborhood doggy back rides. Turns out Shetdoodles see right through glamours. I figured you could use the help. I can’t be everywhere, but I’ll stop in and babysit your kid once in a while.”

“It’s good to see you, Marvin. Why a dog?”

“I can’t take care of her. She’s too big and she walks all over me.”

“If you’re firm with a dog, you can train them to obey you.”

“You never understand,” said Marvin. “It’s a miracle that you lived to grow up. The dog obeys just fine, but I’m eight inches tall most of the time and she walks all over me. The pixie king sends me on lots of errands and my friends won’t dog sit for me anymore. Enjoy.” He blew a smoke ring and vanished.

When our son, William James, saw the Shetdoodle, he ran and hugged her around the neck. “A doggie, you got me a big doggy. Love the doggy.”

When William named the dog, Frodo, I knew we were in the dog business for the long haul. 

###
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Our Shetdoodle barks and neighs at the people who come by the house. She doesn’t bite anyone, but she sneezes and slobbers on folks when they pet her. She really hates the paperboy, I think he’s an ogre. Seems like most solar salesmen and door to door missionaries are hobgoblins. Makes sense, if you think about it.

I took her to the vet because she drools all the time and her nose runs like a broken faucet. The vet was a druid priestess who could channel small animals. She was a great vet, but once the Shetdoodle slobbered on her, her real appearance frightened everyone. She told us not to come back.

Our friends, the ones who aren’t brownies, dryads, or gnomes, ask us what kind of dog we have and we tell them that she’s a cross between a Marvin Terrier and a Snothound. They act like they understand and politely wipe the drool and mucus off their hands. Damn, I love that dog.

***
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​​THE HORSEMAN
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I was the biggest and strongest man in the tavern, but I wasn’t the smartest. Big is good when you’re clearing a field, chopping firewood, and raising a barn, but it ain’t worth a tinker’s dam when you need to sweet talk a woman. Smarts is what a man needs for that and I ain’t the best at smart, especially after a few ales with the boys.

It got even worse when that new schoolmaster, Ichabod, smirked at me to rub it in. I almost bit my tongue when that smarmy popinjay winked at me from across the room. My knuckles went white when he took Katrina Van Tassel by both hands and looked soulfully into her eyes. I ground my teeth as she returned his stare, enraptured by his every word. 

My friend, Dirk, our local tailor, poked me in the ribs. “Brom, you look like you swallowed a frog. You hoping that if you watch the new schoolmaster long enough, you’ll learn how to talk to women?”

I didn’t reply, I just elbowed him in the face and he dropped to the floor like a poleaxed steer. 

A voice from my right said, “If you treat your friends like that, I’d hate to be your enemy. Take a breath. If your face turns any redder, folks will think your head is gonna pop like an apple in a cider press.”

I swung my arm to hit whoever said that. I always hit anyone who’s stupid enough to make fun of me. Sometimes I hit them two or three times, but this time my fist hit nothing but air. I twisted toward where the voice came from and almost fell off the wooden bench. There was no one there.

“Hey, big fellow, down here. Not everyone is an oversized oaf.”

A little man wearing a leather cap strapped around his head was sitting on the bench next to me. From the top the glasses perched on his cap to the bottom of his boots, he couldn’t have been more than three feet tall. Most folks, including Katrina, considered me somewhat of a bully, and it wouldn’t do for me to get caught hitting no midget. I hesitated and glanced at Katrina and Ichabod. They were both watching and I restrained myself. I figured that if you can’t hit somebody, you can always call them names.

“Your nose is running.”

“It’ll stop. You’re stupid and stupid is forever.”

“Oh, yeah. You’re short!”

“Took you long enough to figure that out. Slow and stupid. That’s not a good combination. My name’s Marvin. I’m here to help you. Buy me an ale and light my cigar.”

I was confused by his attitude, but then I’m confused by most things that I don’t expect, which truth be told, are most things. “I don’t buy a dwarf no drinks and I don’t know nothing about cigars.”

The little man took a thick dark tube from between his lips. “You see a dwarf in here, you slap his ass and send him home to his momma. I’m a pixie.”

He waved the dark tube in my face. “This is a cigar. It’s rolled-up tobacco.”

I pushed the tube away from my face. “Smells like tobacco, but it looks like dog poop. Don’t think I’d be putting it in my mouth and I won’t be buying drinks for no fairy.”

Marvin shrugged, reached over and took my half-full tankard and drained it. “Told you, I’m a pixie. I’ve got some friends that are fairies. One of them’s a red fairy and he owns this tavern.”

Oma, or Grandma, as the Englishers called her, filled three more tankards of ale. Her white hair was tied neatly in a tight bun, her cheeks gleamed with sweat, and her apron splattered with grease from tonight’s stew. “You can’t mean Oma’s a fairy, little man. She’s the hardest working woman in Sleepy Hollow. Brews a damn fine ale. Don’t you be calling her no names.”

He’d annoyed me and I picked him up and held him at arm’s length. In my experience I could resolve most things with the swift application of violence. I threw the Marvin the pixie at the wall. 

He’d barely left my hand when he turned into a red and green bird with a heavy bill. He spread his wings, banked, circled the bar, and landed on the bench. The bird squawked, “Grandma’s my friend. He’s a red fairy and he always calls his taverns ‘Grandma’s House,’ or in this case, ‘Oma’s Huis.’ You owe me an ale.”

I was dumbfounded, which wasn’t unusual. “Birds don’t talk and Oma’s a sweet old lady. She’s not a guy.”

He turned back into a midget. “Parrots talk, but in this case I can talk no matter if I’m in my pixie form or my parrot form. I’m gonna call Oma, Grandma, cause that’s what I call her. Now, tall, dark, and stupid, you wanna let Ichabod steal away with Katrina, or you wanna buy me a drink, and let me figure out how I can help you.”

He rubbed his nose and then slathered snot on my arm. I tried to hit him again. “You snotted me, you little creep. I’ll kill you.”

The Marvin ducked effortlessly. “You’re embarrassing yourself. Look around the room. Pixie snot is magic. It lets people who I’ve besnotted see the world as it really is. It un-ensorcells sorcery. It dispels spells and enchantments become disenchanted. Glamours are deglamorized.

Fiddle playing caught my attention and I glanced around. Ichabod and Katrina danced together, but Ichabod wasn’t Ichabod. He was fatter and shorter. He still had a big nose, but his chin was even weaker than I remembered. He wasn’t clean shaven. In fact, he wasn’t clean anything. His impeccable clothing was worn and dirty. His shoes weren’t polished, they were rough and tattered. I could smell him. And Oma was a tall red-faced creature with pointed ears and a smirk on his face. Two of the serving wenches had green skin.

Marvin snickered. “Like what you see? I told you that Grandma’s a red fairy. Red fairies are masters of illusion. They can appear as anyone and can cast glamours to make anyone appear differently. Those two wenches are tree nymphs, dryads if you will. When Katrina’s father cleared the woods for his farm, their trees were destroyed and now they work for Grandma.”

I couldn’t take my eyes off Ichabod. “The man with Katrina. He’s different.”

The Marvin finished my ale. He said, “I should hope so. He isn’t human. He’s a boggart, a romance boggart to be completely accurate. Ichabod Crane has had many names. He was Isiah Canary in Dungarford, where he depleted the riches of the miller’s daughter and abandoned her with child. In Zalteen, a small hamlet in Connecticut, he used the name Indigo Swan, and impregnated and impoverished a farmer’s daughter and left her to raise twins. Icarus Crow was the lead character in a scandal in Macbay, Maine, a hamlet where he’d seduced the miller’s wife and convinced her to give him her husband’s savings. Now he’s set his sights on Katrina. I’ll help you and so will Grandma. Let’s move near the fire, we’ll listen to folks tell stories and drink until the bar closes. The three of us will talk then.”

“Why help me? Nobody helps me. I’m a bully.”

“Drinks first, talk later. I believe you’re buying. And stop calling me, THE MARVIN. Marvin is fine.”

“Mr. Marvin, how could he get away with all that?”

“Just Marvin. It’s no wonder that one man, I mean boggart, can cause so much unhappiness. You don’t realize the provinciality of your people. Most of you have never traveled to another town. A village twenty miles away might as well be on another planet. People don’t carry identification, and they are who they say they are.”

I was stunned. I didn’t understand any of this talk about boggarts and fairies, but I understood that I didn’t really know anything about the schoolmaster. I wiped the pixie snot off my arm and the red fairy turned back into Oma and Katrina was dancing with the skinny schoolmaster instead of the smelly fat man. Marvin resnotted my arm. “Pixie snot only works when it’s wet. I see an empty chair by the fire. Don’t be long with my ale.”

Katrina stopped dancing, walked to the fireplace, and kissed her father on the cheek. The fiddle player stopped playing and Katrina said, “Father, finish your drink. It’s time for us to go home.”

“Not yet, Darling. Dirk just brought me a fresh ale. I promised to tell the tale of the headless horseman in payment.”
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